FATHER,
The beauty of Thy world, in sunshine and rain-
shadow,

Singeth aloud of Thy love :
Each tint of the autumn leaves,
Each breath of the keen west wind,
Each flower, each bird,
Each glimpse of the sun through the clouds,
Lighting the woods and the hills afar,
Is a sight of Thy lace,
Thy face of beauty and love.

night falls fast.

Ahead shines a radiant sunset,

Clouds black-dark,

Through them swift-thrusting, lances of roseate light:

Beyond, where the long blue hills have caught and

hidden the Sun,

Faint-seen banners of gold and scarlet,
Dipping and rising afar, as in some great fight.

In the valley resounds, through the silence of twilight,
The steady and sonorous roar of the cataract:
The lake is still as a mirror, a molten ocean of gold.

All things are filled with a beauty divine, surpassing

speech or belief,
Instinct with the presence of God.
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